The Hittorie of 

Prince. Gome hither Francis. 

Francis . My Lord. 

Prince. How long had thou to feme, Francis* 

Francis. Forfooth fiuc yeares,and as much as to 

Poinej, Francis. N t 

Francis. Anone } anone fir. 

Prince. Fiueyearcs-,berladyalongleafeforthechincking 
of Pewter : But Francis , dared thou be To valiant, as to play 
the coward with thy Indenture, and ihew it a faire paireof 
hceles, and runne from itf 

Francis , O Lord fir, Ilebcfwornevponallthcbookesin 
Englandyl could find in my heart. 

P eines, Francis . Francis . Anone fir. 

Prince. How old art thou Francis ! 

Francis . Let me fee.about Michaelmas next I (hall be 



Pomes. Francis. 

Francis. Anone fir, pray you day altttle,my Lord, 

‘Prince. Nay but harke you Francis , for the Sugar thou 
gaueft me, t’ was but a penny worth,wad not ? 

Francis. O Lord, 1 would it had bee ne two. 

Prince, 1 will giue thee for it a thoufand pound, askeraee 
when thou wilt, and thou (halt haue it. 

poines. Francis • jF>vj#r*r.Anon,anone. 

Prince. Anon Francis! No Francis, but to morrow Francis . 
or Francis , on thurfeday ; or indeed Francis , when thou wilt 8 
But Francis ♦ 

Francis. My Lord. 

Prince. Wilt thou rob this Leatherne Ierkin,Chridall but- 
ton, Not-pated, Agat ring, Puke docking, Caddice garter, 
Smooth tongue, Spanilh pouch/ 

Francis. Q Lord fir, who doyou meane ? 

Prince, Why then your Browne badardeisyour onelie 
irinke : for looke you Francis-, your White canualfe doublet 
will fulley . In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. . 

Francis. What fit; Poines. Francis . 

Prince. Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call? 

£ Heere they, both caU him , the Drawer ftands amazsd, not 
knowing which way togoe. Enter Vintner . 
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Vint. What.dandd thou dill, and heared fuch a calling * 
looke to the Ghedes within. My Lord, old fir Iohn with halfe 
a dozen more, are at the dore,lhall 1 let them in i 

pnn. Let them alone awhile.&thcn open the dote: Pomes. 

pomes. Anone, anone fir. Enter Pomes. 

<Prm. SktiiFaifiafe and the red of the rheeues,arc ac the 

doorcjihallwebcmerry? , , 

p 0 m ♦ As merry as Crickets* my lad : but harke yee* what 
cunning match haue you made with this icd of the Drawer ; 

' come, what's the illue? . ri 

Pnn* I am now of al humor$,that haue ihewed therm clues 
humors, fince the old daies of good man Adam, to the pupill 
age of this prefent Twclueacloke atmidnight. Whats a 
clock zFrancis ! 

Francis. Anone, anone fir. 

* j pm. That euerthis fellow Ihould haue fewer words then 
aParret,& yet che fou ofa Woman.His indudry is vp daires 
anddowne daires,his eloquence the parcell ofa reckoning.I 
am not yet of P creep mind, the Hotfpur of the North, he that 
kils me foine d or y. dozen of Scots at a breakfaft, wadies his 
hands, and layes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life, I want 
worke.O my fwcet Harry fayes (he! how many had thou kild 
to day?Giue my Roan horfe adrench(fayes he)and anfwers, 
fome fourteene,an hour after: a trifle, a trifle . I prethee cal in 
Fa/ftajfe, lie play Percy, and that damnde Browne Ihall play 
Dame Mortimer his wifc.2?«w,faies the drunkard;call in riba, 
call in Tallow. 

Enter Falftajfe. 

Poines. Welcome Iackgi where had thou beene? 

Falf. A plague ofall cowards I fay, and a vengeance too, 
marry & Amen: giue me a cup of fack boy. E’rcl lead this 
life long; 11c fow neather docks, & mend them,& foot them 
too. A plague of all cowards; Giue me a cup of faeke, rogue, is 
there no vertuc extant? 

Prin. Duift thou neuer fee Titan kilTe a difli of butter, pitti- 
full hearted Titan that melted at the fweet tale of the Sun ? if 
thou didd,then behold that compound. 

D j Faljl. 


